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Abstract
Restless, but not moving, Amoeboid, shifting sullenly within yourself,...
Sketch is happy to announce the winner of the 1950 
Freshman Writing Contest, Ervin Krause, Sci. So. His poem, 
"Summer Saturday," was judged the best of the material 
submitted by Air. R. E. Lee, an instructor in English at 
Vassar College, Poughkepsie, N. Y. 
Restless, but not moving, 
Amoeboid, shifting sullenly within yourself, 
Quiet, the sun twisting and stripping the dirty-white paint, 
Tann ing the false fronts brown, 
T h e dust curls and settles, little eddies of dust, 
Rising and settling on counters and beer glasses, 
Brushed away, to settle again, 
Restless dust. 
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The heat wavers off the pavement, searing, 
The stale breath of a saloon, cool and inviting. 
Old men sit in front of the post office, 
Useless but for their talk— 
Of C.I.O., and John L. Lewis, 
Hydrogen bombs, and crops, 
Of, "How hard I used to work," 
And the lazy younger generation, 
Of new-fangled ideas, and of their future, 
Existing only in them 
Unwanted, often hungry, talking to talk. 
Farmers, driving in, 
In pick-ups, or Fords, 
Sliding to a stop in front of the implement shops, 
Dirty, grease-stained, unsmiling, cursing. 
Black, broken parts in their hands. 
The dealer listens and finds the part 
And curses the farmer, when he has gone. 
With the grease-printed yellow check in his hand 
He despises the farmer. 
T h e red-haired counter girl Micks the dust away, 
T h e barber shakes his white towel, 
And ties it about the man's neck. 
Quiet but for the singing fan in the back, 
And the raging clippers. 
"Ha, ha! Did you hear this one about the traveling sales-
man?"— 
"Ha, ha," silent again, 
And the sun pours down. 
They talk feebly of crops and weather, 
And it looks like a good oats year. 
A salesman in his Studebaker raised the silky d u s t -
It quivers and settles, 
And the bartender pushes it away with his greying towel. 
He sloshes the cold, dark beer into a glass, 
And sets it roughly on the counter. 
T h e other swallows the murky bitterness and leaves, 
Silently, mopping the sweat on his neck. 
December, 1950 3 
T h e school is out, and the girls drift by 
In twos and threes, 
Hips swaying in a new-found subtle rhythm, 
Shouting, "Look at me, follow me, love me, 
For I am a woman. I must be seen, and followed, and loved." 
And the boys answer, with their yet-pimply lips quivering, 
"I do look, and see, and soon will follow." 
They stand on the street corners, under the lights, 
Where the moths plunge madly, 
They scuffle and shove, and vainly are men, 
Waiting, waiting, for anemic Time to pass, 
Make love in the cars, on the grass, 
Under the broad lilac clumps, 
With the only vigor of them, 
Like animals, impatient in the Spring. 
Soothing, supplied, they only venture to hope 
Tha t theirs will be different—and great. 
T h e red sun dies, but soon sprouts anew 
Into a million dots, shimmering, 
And a blue-white sliver, mournfully silent. 
T h e hot gravel roads cool slowly, 
And then, when the cows have turned once more to the 
pasture, 
Become alive. 
T h e dusty cars and their dusty drivers 
Return to the town, hurriedly, suddenly impatient. 
T h e yellow lights pierce the heavy dust, 
And the yellow flakes cling to the dusty shoes 
And the white frocks and the new-combed golden hair. 
T h e farmer parks his car behind the grocery store, 
(After he has delivered the case of eggs and the silver can 
of cream) . 
He forgets his wife and his children, 
Hurries down the street towards the neon-fronted saloon, 
T o talk and play cards, 
T h e n hungrily guzzle the cold beer, 
And lick the yellow drops from his lips. 
4 Sketch 
The women enter the grocery store, dragging the rebellient 
children, 
And the grocer smiles, painfully, 
And rubs his hands, 
Stands by as they step back and carefully weigh each pur-
chase, 
Untrustful, haggle a moment with him, 
Pinch the oranges and feel the celery and eye the lettuce, 
Finally, buy a loaf of bread, some fruit and fish. 
Take their youngest to see Blondie and Dagwood, 
And muster up smiles in their sallow, dry faces. 
The babies suddenly scream and are gently shushed 
By the thick older mothers, with the gnarled hands and 
stringy hair, 
They howl and are snarled at and slapped 
By the young, rouged mothers who haven't begun to acquire 
the hopeless patience. 
T h e older children range the streets, fighting and kicking, 
suddenly free, 
Doing swift battle and with one another, and as quickly 
friends, 
Seeking crickets and frogs to stamp on and kill, 
With the insensient cruelty of a child. 
The town-hall bell tolls twelve, and the farmers, 
With a sudden speed, hurry, some stagger, 
From the pool-halls and saloons, 
Pack their egg-case of groceries into the trunk, 
And rush home, headlong, home, home! 
T h e heavy, damp dust rises and clings, tenaciously, every-
where, 
But there is no one to brush it off. 
T h e bulging yellow bulbs glare off an empty street. 
T h e crickets and locusts, at peace, bow their cellos, 
And all the rest is still. 
—Ervin Krause, Sci. So. 
